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her over and over again.  The curse of
Judas Is¢uriot was on him,

One or two causes intensified the hid-
den hatred of Mr. Baring for « Crich-
awn.” The first was that one day, by a
mere accident, he met Mr. Baring com-
ingr away {rom o house in Great Patricl
street, Waterford, which house was any-
thing but popular at the time: and My,
Baring was in one more important item
of knowledge in “Crichawn’s” power.
The second wis one in which Mr. Bur-
ing's selferespeet and  self-love were
sorely wounded—wounded so as hardly
to be cured.  He had one day hecome
aware of his cousin’s intention to wallk
to some distance in order to sce an old
woman—aunt in fiacet to poor M X
the disguised “ hurler.” By a circuitous
route Baring was enabled 10 meet her
and to join her on the way. Sheshowed
an evident reluctinee to proceed, and
was appivently twrning away, when,
bursting into a frightful passion, Bar-

ing forgot himself so much as to seize’

her rudely by the arm. An involuntary
cry-was the consequence ;- and with tho
ery “Crichawn” stood upon the spot.

“ You infernal d—1, you are always
where you are .ot wanted! e oft' out
of this or Pl knock you down.”

“ Faith, Tthink,” answered ¢ Crich-
awn,” “ I'm wanting enough; an’ for
the knocking down, there isn’t a man of
your name able to do the same.”

“Pll lel you sce, you vagabond,”
shouted Baring, and he rushed wildly
at his antagonist.  TIo might as- well
have rushed against astone wall.  In a
moment Baring lay upon the ground,
absolutely fonming with rage and dis-
appointment. But the unfortunate fel-
low’s disgrace became complete when
“Crichawn,” having taken from his
pocket a peice of whipcord, while he
held Baring’s two vists in his leflt hand
coiled the cord round and vound the un-
fortunate man’s limbs until he had per-
feetly handeufled him,

Amy had escaped, and Baring swore
an oath of dire import. If his opportn
nity ever became cqual to his determin-
ation, woe to © Crichawn.”

We have said poor M——had an ann*
in the neighborhood. ITe had; and as
she had no son and- he no mother, they
werg like mother and son.  The love he
bore the old - lady was chivalrous and

romantic, and that love had never heen
tried or alienated, but grew and grew
on till it was quite absorbing. When
M——had been awhile “ apon the vun,”
he remembered all the kind words and
kind deeds of her who had mused and
aired for hiny; he risked all, once more
to sce the aunt, and to have a talk with
the young men of the country vound.
Perhaps going to the hurling was a
wise course enough, as no one thought
of his coming into the field, and the
hurling-tateh where he was known wus
the very last thing he would be supposed
to take share inj but M——was in real
danger shortly afterwards,

When ¢ Crichawn” c¢ame home, he
met Mr. Meldon and made no secret of
the encounter.

“ Miss  IYAlton must have a farge
amount of paticnce and courage,” he said.

“Patience and courage!” repeated
“Crichawn; " isn’t Miss Amy an an-
gelout an’ ont; an’ she's & Barvon, you
know—au Barron of the owldest stock—
an’ then-—ob, siv, she has God on her
side, you know !” ‘

“ Crichawn” went to bring out the
drag, when, of all people ‘in the world,
whom should he meet but the member
of the “ Felon Club {”

“You arn't going to join?" said the
“ patriot.”

# Faith, I hav'nt time, avic.
you determined to fight 2"

“PRight!” he answered; “fight! "1
will slay and kill & hundred men; and
if I had a hundred lives I'd give them-
up for Ireland.”

The - patriot drew forth a brilliant
dagger, and he raised itjust as Macready
used to raise thedagger in # Virginius,"”
L am now in search of M—— a3 fine &
fellow as steps in shoe leather.

“ Isn't he gone o Londgn ?”

“Q0h, no. Though you arn't one of
usg, Tean trust yon, Ileve,” he said,
“eome U'll show you the club can value
an houest man. L muake you a present
of the dagger.,”

“Oh, thank yo; but Mr. Meldon is
awful about the law, an’ hie'd give ‘me
the door if he found that beautitul thing
in my hand or my box. (Bad luck to
you ! $ou want to sell metoo, you vaga-
bond thought * Crichawn).”

(Lo be continued.)
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